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Maher: To Dad
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I have had time unwisely spent
To claim those things that I may never own.
Now how willlrepay the love she’s lent

Perhaps

my youth is wasted without joy

On senseless passions I cannot defend.
Perhaps my meager wit can but annoy

And loosen feelings deep
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From such experience that's only known
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Wondrous soul
I thank you
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Just for being there.

Mary Ryder-Swanson

Published by DigitalCommons@COD, 1982

1

